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Vows that he'll test the dramas, word by word.
XA.  Aeschylus chafes at this, I fancy.
AE.                                                         Well,

He lowered his brows, upglaring like a bull.0
XA.  And who's to be the judge ?
AE.                                                 There came the rub.

Skilled men were hard to find : for with the Athenians

Aeschylus, somehow, did not hit it off,
XA.  Too many burglars, I expect, he thought.
AE.  And all the rest, he said, were trash and nonsense

To judge poetic wits.   So then at last

They chose your lord, an expert in the art.

But we go in : for when our lords are bent

On urgent business, that means blows for us.

CHOR.  O surely with terrible wrath

will the thunder-voiced monarch be filled,
When he sees his opponent beside him,

the tonguester, the artifice-skilled,
Stand, whetting his tusks for the fight!

O surely, his eyes rolling-fell
Will with terrible madness be fraught!
O then will be charging of plume-waving words

with their wild-floating mane,
And then will be whirling of splinters,

and phrases smoothed down with the plane,
When the man would the grand-stepping maxims,

the language gigantic, repel
Of the hero-creator of thought.
There will his shaggy-born crest

upbristle for anger and woe,
Horribly frowning and growling,

will launch at the foe
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